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" Well, / can't keep 'em. I earned them to get you out
of this."
There was a long silence, while the notes lay between
them on the table, still crisp if a little greasy—the long-
desired, the dreamed-of means of release, of happiness
together in the sunshine. There they lay ; neither would
take them ! What then ?
" Vic," said Bicket at last, in a hoarse whisper, " swear
you never let 'em touch you ! "
" Yes, I can swear that."
And she could smile, too, saying it—that smile of hers !
How believe her—living all these months, keeping it from
him,,telling him a lie about it in the end ! He sank into a
chair by the table and laid his head on his arms.
Victorine turned and began pulling an old cord round the
trunk. He raised his head at the tiny sound. Then she
really meant to go away ! He saw his life devastated,
empty as a cocoanut on Hampstead Heath; and all defence
ran melted out of his cockney spirit. Tears rolled from his
eyes.
" When you were ill," he said, " I stole for you. I got
the sack for it."
She spun round. " Tony—you never told me ! What
did you steal ? "
" Books.   All your extra fcedin' was books."
For a long minute she stood looking at him, then stretched
out her hands without a word. Bicket seized them.
" I don't care about anything," he gasped, " so 'elp me,
so long as you're fond of me, Vic ! "
" And I don't neither. Oh ! let's get out of this, Tony !
this awful little room, this awful country. Let's get out of
it all! "
" Yes," said Bicket; and put her hands to his eyes.

